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OUSE EN bs Brit foul, 
Puſh round the cann or bowl, 
Merrily. 
+ Tho” France has deceicfully 
in'd wich America ; 
Does not the beart diſmav, 
Of Grone our King. 


Had war been declar'd before, 
Our Tars had many icore 
Pries ſent in, 
Neither Soldier or Tar, 
In an natural war, 
either wound or ſcar, 
For Groker our Kixs: 


2 France this ad vag rage take, 


Well make thr hearts to ake, 
nen we begin, 
Brians renown'd for fame, 
They'll find us ill the ſame, 
Monſicurs ſhall dread the name 
Of Gtoxex our Rig. 


w let's nobly advance, 


; And cruſh the pride of France, 


Honour *twill brin 
Fhoſe who back the rebe cont; 
Can never gain applauſe, 
Enemies to all laws, 

And Gzozge our KING. 


Let the Rebels do all they can, 
And France with theic valiant men 
Never will win; 

D. u him who fears to go, 
To face his Gallic foe, 
Mogficur ſhall eyer know 
Grone is our King. 
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